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laborious person, with the temperament of a school-
master and the pursuits of a vestryman* (as Shaw once
described himself) possesses a divinatory power so piercing,
an intellectual grasp so embracing, an understanding of his
characters so sensitive, that in an argument he endows all
of them impartially with equal strength. In this way, a
keen sense of fairness runs through all his plays. When a
character is speaking, Shaw, for the dramatic moment, is
that character. That is to say, when he is writing words
for his puppets to utter he gives each of them in turn one
hundred per cent support, and their words and actions are
those which he himself would want to say and do if he
actually were those people in precisely their circumstances.
At such moments the preacher and the artist and the debater
are one. As a young man he used frequently to say things
contrary to his real opinion, and apparently with the utmost
conviction, simply to draw other people out and see what
they would say. ' It develops one's muscles. Besides, one
learns from it: a man never tells you anything until you
contradict him.7
When people complain that Shaw mystifies them because
they can never make out what he is driving at, I think it is
this bewildering fair play of his that baffles them. When
a round dozen of his characters expound divergent views
and expound them so ably that each in turn seems un-
answerably right, it is a little difficult to know which view,
if any, is the author's. The only conclusion which people
feel safe in coming to, is that, by a process of mutual can-
cellation, 0=0. In Getting Married, for instance, which
is nothing but a complicated non-stop debate in dramatic
form, the various views of marriage are put forward so
forcibly that they seem to cancel each other out, the mono-
gamist winning at one moment, the apostle of free love at
another, and so on. Similarly in John Bull's Other Island,
Liberal and Conservative toss political views back and forth
and end with honours even, I remember a performance
of this play when the Royal Box was the scene of an up-
roarious disturbance, in the sense that the uproarious delight
of the Liberal Lieutenant-Governor and the Conservative
Prime Minister who sat in it was literally disturbing. * How